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FLASHES  Mm     SPSCKi 


An  Anthology  of  Fooina! 
by 
the  Children  of  Sweet  Briar' 


1969 


TliHHE  WA3  A   CHILD  WSJiT  FOSTH 


'Ilriore  >Taa  a  dh.  lid  went  forth  erery  day^ 

And  the  first  object  h*?  .look'd  upon^    that   objtsct  .ho  hQ<^i,m-z)^ 

Aiul  that  objoct  becamvj  part  of  bin  for  tiliQ  dav  or  a  Gs^-'tftin 

part;  of  the  day* 
Or-  for  many  ye?aic»3  ox*  afcretching  cr/tloa  ot  yesr.-?.. 

The  early  X^laos  becaiTie  part  of   bhia  child,;, 

And  sprass  nnd  v^ite  &nd  red  niorriing-glorle.s   anci  >iiifce   ft:r. .    ;  -- 

olovGi'i,    and  th©  sor'.g  of  the   phO'Sbe^bit'dj, 
And  the  Thix-d- month  larabs   ajtjd   the   sow-s  p^-'^^i^-^ 'f«>i^"i'^   litters,    ;-^;o.d 

the  iTiare''s  fcal  -aiid  the  cow^-a  caXf^ 
-And.  the  noisy  bxH'>od  of  the  barnjajr^d  oj*  by  thii  islre  of  i^h-'  p'i.-.d- 

gidOji, 
And  the   fish  auap«vnding  themsialva.??   a3    cu-r!.out;ly  belov  -DhJ-fSi^ 

ai'id  ttie  b0autif\3l  •JA;.i^ious   liquid^ 
As.d  th&  vrater-plsnta   with  their  gracel>il  flat  heads,   all  becu-xne 

part  of  hir.o 

"Hie  fleld-spr(?uts  of  Fourth-mont.Vj   Biid  Fif  T:h»;TiDn.th  booayn*  part  of 
him. 

Winter- grain  3pi»outs  and  those  of  -che  light-ualloK  oa.  r«.,   an!?   the 

escularit  i?ot5t.7.  of  the  garden .^i, 
kfxd   bhe  app.le-ticfjoa  covmy'd  with  bloasoa.s  aiid  trie  .f.pait    '"'t'^y^ar^l 

and  vwcdbe-rrisaf    and   the   co.'Tim.onest  Wisjeds    by    'c.b.e  x'oad 
And   bho  old  di'i.inkard  staggering  horm  from  tha  outhouat?  o,= 

tava:Mi  ;ri^.n<3e  he  had  lately  .rlaen.,, 
Ai'id  the   s<3hoolii:d.atress   tha't;  pas,s"ds.    9.nd  the  qua.T*r©IaOira»   '■''•ys;. 
And  the  tidy  aijd  .frersh-ohedkM  giz'^.Sj,    arid  the  bax'afoot  m  rx^i}   boy 

<md  girl.. 
And   all    the  charAges  of  lii  ty  arid   coruitry  wher^vor  h<:J  wentr 

Hla   owri  parents ^   ho   that  had   father M  bim»    ai'id  she  that  h.<?a.   C3yi«. 

ceiv*d  him  \n  h©x»  wofnb,,   and  bir^th-d  him^ 
Tfs^j  gave  this   child  mor©  of  thsmss'lves   than   that^. 
'Ihay  gave  him  s.ftepwfii»d  evaz^y  day-j;    they  becati.-e  part  of  Mx-. 

Th»  mother  at.  hoine  quiet.ly  nl.^.crlrg    kVie  dishes   oii   r.7.3   .Tipr  ■  r    :■  ab.I«^. 
'Sho  mother  with  ralld^^^r^csi,    (ilssn  hei"  ci'p   sn'i'   v.owi,     i  vhoJ  ^isc.rnt-j 

e^iiftr  falling  off  her  t-f.vsc^ix  arid  clythao  as   shti   walka    hy ; 
?h>*  father. J    atrong^    self-guffic!  eut,,   xn'dnly^   luean.    ange7''c     ?    .ji\at 
The  bloWj,    the  quick  loud   vs  rd,,    ths    ivlght   bapfraln-,    'the  cr&fty   .UiB<^ 
The  foiolly  xiaegeSi    the    ic-..'gi.e;g;ey    the  companvl    i:..bf<  .'V.'-ra  ^v^-vs,,    the 

ysiar'nlxjg  ar.id  sveiliiif-  he'j^t't., 
Affoctlos^   that   -will  .not  foe  QAi:.ir.i::r'' i'.,    th&  ^iz^.st.   oi'  what   1  i.   r^ial, 

the   !;hought   if  aftei'   all   it   v'.ntjuld   pr^ov-s   iJiireal. 
The  doubts?  of  day-tizne  and  the  doubts  of  Bight- tir-^a^    th6   iiur.Mis 

vhfethe.c  tind  ho-w.^ 
Wh^the.f  r,hat   ^  ich  -appaars   s.->    is    20,,    or  is  .1t    «ll  f lasl- -  •;      -   ■ 

>'<5j:i  ai:,d  ?r  jnen  c-'owdlng  fast  ic  the   stroets^    it    tboy   sire 

flashejK   arid  .'jpeck-^;,    what  are  theyt' 
Tv.»  streefcs   theisaelves   ciKd  the  fswados  of  hau:;fis,    nad  500  ^ 

wiiidowsss 
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Vehicles^  teama,  the  h€savy~^lank"d  Carves,  th©  huge  croaaiiig 

at  the  ferries;. 
Th©  village  on  the  highland  seen  from  afar  at  minscst,  the  river 

between  j, 
Shadovrss  aureola  and  mist,  the  light  falling  on  roof*  and  gab^'^i; 

of  white  or  brovgn  two  miles  off. 
The  schooner  near  by  sleepily  dropping  down  the  tide,  the  little 

boat  slack-tow' d  astern. 
The  hxirrylng  tumbling  waves,  qxilck-booken  creats,  slapping. 
The  strata  of  color "d  clouds,  the  long  bar  of  maroon-tint  away 

solitary  by  itself,  the  spread  of  purity  it  lies  motlonlessi 

Ins 
The  horlaon'd  edg€»,  the  flying  sea-crow,  the  fragrance  of  salt 

marsh  and  shore  mud. 
These  became  part  of  that  child  who  then  went  forth  every  day, 

and  w4io  now  goes,  and  will  always  go  forth  every  day, 

Walt  Whitman 


PALACE 

A  sea  shell  la  a  palace 
■Where  many  echoes  dwell 
And  when  I  listen  to  them 
I  know  them  all  quite  well 
They  are  like  the  ocean's  roar- 
Where  the  sea  shell  buried  deep 
Learns  why  the  sea  is  always  salt 
And  spooky  shadows  creep o 


Sherwood  Broxm 


BUNNIES 

I  like  the  Bunny's  fvu:> 
I  like  his  two  long  ears 
And  when  I  hold  him  in  my  lap 
I  can  see  how  well  he  hears 


Emily  Coon 
Ag©  6 


MY  KITE 

I  like  to  fly  my   kit©  aro\ind 
And  never  let  it  touch  the  ground. 
Bu.t  Trfhen  it  dives  so  very  low, 
I  run  and  y oil, "Go  kitQj  gel" 


Michael  Sharmon 
Ape  6 


THE  TEN  aiTNiry  RABBITS  FOR  EASTER 

One  saldj  "It*3  alIno^it  Easter 
One  more  egg  we  have  to  paint »" 
So  they  painted  it- 
Then  they  put  ther.  in  the  basket. 


Beth  Armstrong 
Age  6 


THE  TREES 


The  trees  are  green  every  year 
And  make   a  pretty  ae&soii 


Pern  Smart 
Ag9  6 


SPRING 

I  sat  here  for  hoiars 
looking  at  the  flowers. 
I  heard  a  bird  to day » 
It  ia  a  pretty  dayo 
SoBie  opring  thing 
Can  alngo 


Jon  E»  Hood 
Age  8 


THE  LAMB 

I  would  like  to  have  a  lanib« 
I  would  feed  him  in  a  pail, 
I  would  brush  his  woolly  soat 
And  he  would  wag  his  tail. 


Jennifer  Coon 
Age  8 


FLOWERS 

Flowers  are  niceo 

They  are  nice  to  picko 

Biit  how  nice  they  are  on  their  stems, 

Some  are  nice,  aom©  ar©  not  as  nice. 

Some  ar©  neWj.  aome  are  old« 

So  many  nice  flowers « 


Dana  Adele  Hobertson 
Ags  9 


"Sh  8"  says  Moth.ei»s 

"Sh  2"  says  Path©::',, 

"Running  in  the  hall^ 

Is  a  very  great  bothei'» 

Miss  Grtiaipy  Grvunpy 

Who  li^es  dowa  below. 

Will  ecme  right  up 

First  thing  you  know«" 

"Sh  S"  says  Mother-, 

"Sh  I"  says  Father, 

"Can't  you  play  a  quiet  game 

Of  some  kind  or  other  ?" 


Kirnberly  Brown 
Age  7 


•TOO  BUimiES 

Two  bunnies  In  a  hole*, 

One  3&idy  "One  TH-ore   day  to  Easter  o 

And  thr'e*  eggg  to  colore" 

The  other  aaidj  "Ona  orange^  one  purple^  one  redo'' 


Edna  Aringtrong 
Age  9 


IF  I  WERE  A  LITTLE  PLQ-WER 

If  %   were  a  littl©  flowers 

I  would  raise  my  head  to 

Each  Aprlj.  shower* 

Arid  through  each  happy  days, 

I  would  drink  in  sunahine 

In  the  month  of  Mayo 

I  would  bi'ing  beauty  to  all  arconds 

And  sweet  sinalla  would  be 

Where  I  was  found  c. 

Flowers  are  for  all  to  en joy » 

They  are  nature's  special  built  in  tojt 


Rebekah  Gouyer 
Age  9 


THE  CLOUDS 

The  elouds  are  floating  In  the  air^ 
Bye  and  bye  it  began  to  rol.n. 
The  rain  falls  from  the  akyj. 
Drip  drop  drip  drop 
Cta  the  roof  of  our  house o 


Jennie  Robert  a oji 
Age  7 


SPRING 

I  think  of  the  leaves 

That  will  come  on  the  trees. 

When  I  fly  a  kite 

It  will  go  out  of  sight o 

Wheii  it  rains 

It  fraraas 

A  raii'ibowc 

When  spring  stops  I  never  know. 


Devid  Smart 
Age  8 


TKB  WINDO-W 

As  I  look  out  the  window  silly 
I  see  the  flowers  growing  stillo 
And  while  I  look  find  watch  arid  see 
I  see  the  birdies  in  the  trseo 
And  while  I  sit  with  knit  and  yarn 
I  see  the  animals  in  the  barao 


Cynthia  Shannon 
Age  9 


BUGS 

I  like  bugso 
Black  bugs? 
Green  bugSp 
Bad  bugs. 

Mean  bugss 

Any  kind  of  hag. 


A  bug  In  a  rags, 
A  bwg  in  the  grasssp 
A  bug  on  the  sidewalk, 
A  bug  In  a  'glass  o 
I  like  bugsc 

Round  bags* 
Shiri^r  bugs, 
Pat  ba^3o 
Buggy  bug  ,9,1 
Big  bugs J 
Lady  bugSs 
I  like  bugsc 


He.i»raan  Lo  Brown 
Age  9 


SYNTHETIC  CITY 

Electric  light  falls  on  the  city  of  aliaminixum 

and  tin 
In  an  apartmant  Christmas  is  celebrated  with  a 

lovely  aluminum  tree 
A  family  settles  dovm  to  froaen  T,.V.  dinners 
A  thick  gray  smog  swirla  around  the  park 
Indoors  peorle  are  getting  a  tan  under  theii* 

genuine  sunlamp a 
Couples  take  advantage  of  the  break  in  the  weather 
People  parading  in  their  real  Dynel  coats 
Plastic  flowers  burst  in  profusion  from  the  vjindo^*- 

boxes  of  the  city 
Someone  is  washing  his  artificial  lavjn  = 


Hugh  Rowland 
Age  13 


THE  DAY  BEFORE  APRIL 

The  day  before  April 

Alone,  alono 

I  sat  on  a  stone 

VJatcMng  the  birds  singe 

And  the  words  were  God's  msikingo 

I  sat  on  a  bi»oad  atone 
.And  sang  to  the  birds 
The  time  was  God '  a  making 
But  I  made  the  woi'ds. 

Beyond  the  East  the  sunrise 

Beyond  the  West  the  sea 

And  East  and  West  the  t'jander-thlrst 

That  x-rlll  not  let  me   be^ 

It  works  in  me  like  madness  dear 

To  bid  me  say  Good-bye. 

For  the  aea  colls 

And  the  stars  call 

And  Oh I  the  call  of  the  sky^ 


Yolanda  Verlice  B};ovki 
Age  11 


DREAM 

I  often  flit   and  K'onder  in  a  kind  of  daae,. 

If  ray  dreams  will  over  come  true, 

A  teig  black  and  tan  dog  is  what  I   wanto 

Qrie  who   comes  when  he's  called, 

Vftio  goes  when  he's  toldj, 

Dut,   most  of  all»    one  that  I  can  love» 

Who  would  knoWfr   but  met    what   I  want? 

I  can  only  tell  them^,   but   I  only  know  v^at   it's   like 

To  love  a  dog,    a  great  big  dog, 

A  Gepman  Shepherd «   to  have  for  no  one   but  meo 

He*d  Qcvifi.  when  he's  called. 

Who'd  gc   when  I  say. 

Then  l''d  give  hlra  a  najne,    a  wonderful  namcj. 


Chj'ls   Goon 
Age   10 


HOW  I  HAVE  PUN 

First  of  all  there's  fishing. 
Standing  under  the  hot  sun. 
Always  keeps  ua  wishing p 
That  someone  will  reel  in  a  big  one» 

Another  wajr  to  enjoy  yourself  Is  oscaip   out  with  a  fii©nd< 

At  first  you  talkg  then  drift  asleep o 

When  it's  time  for  the  night  to  end. 

You  may  be  refreshed  or  feel  like  a  heapo 

And  there ''a  alwayts  a  tree  to  climb c 
IS*s  always  a  source  of  fun. 
When  you  don't  feel  t^orth  a  dime; 
Sitting  there  J,  just  making  a  puno 

Here  there's  always  fun.^ 
Because  there  are  many  activities 
Where  the  land  is  bleached  by  the  sun 
And  colox'ed  with  gx'een  trees  o 


Jeff  Van  Tree a e 
Age  12 


SPRING 

The  loveliest  time  of  the  year  is  Springs 

It's  alao  time  for  an  engagement  ringo 

It's  when  the  birds  take  their  winga  and  learn  to  ;."iy 

It -a  when  the  flowers  are  In  bloom^ 

And  nothing  id  filled  with  gloom. 

It's  ^en  the  trees  blow  in  the  breeze » 

It's  when  the  grass  sways  in  the  wind 
Spring  you  see  13  lovely? 
The  loveliest  time  of  year, 

Kathy  Wright 
Age  10 

'WHAT  AI'I?IL  IS  TO  ME 

April  is  a  lovely  montho 

With  Robins  singing. 

While  I  aia  swinging. 

The  April  flowers  smell  so  stveet 

And  the  grass  is  green  to  me,. 

Bat  -m-en   an  April  shower  comes 

The  little  flowers  tuck  in  their  thumbs <> 

The  days  are  mild  and  not  too  hot 
And  those  are  kinds  of  days  I  like- 
So  APRIL  IS  KY  PAVOeiTS  MOMTEc 

Kathleen  Marie  Collins 
.Age  10 


PLAMINO  AMAZON 

Darling  of  the  ■underworld 

The  Deril's  comrenaation 

The  Bride  of  the  Prince  of  Darkness 

Always  wore  black 

The  flame   atirged  higher 

And  oonstimed  her 

Ashes  only  are  left 

A  flower  blooms 

A  new  soul  is  bom 

This  is  reincarnation 

An  empty  place  is  fllledo 

Hugh  Rowland 
Age  13 

DAISIES 

Daisies^; 

Fresh  with  white  and  yellow^, 

Treniblings.    shakingj, 

Before  the  winds  that  bellowo 

The  skies  are  dark. 

Rain  threatens  to  falli 

Unbearable  silence ;, 

And  the  winds  still  oalle 

The  field  of  daisies  yet  grows  dark? 

A  deadly  quiet  descends; 

Then  a  crash  of  thunder 

And  the  tense  silence  endso 

Tris  Burrows 
Age  12 


PRONOUNS 

They  say  they  know  uSi 
But  He  knows  they  don't; 
For  we, 

as  Ke* 

that  ia? 
Knows  thats 
as  it, 
is  noto 


They  make  us  it. 
But  it  is  not  really  us; 
For  He, 
not  me, 
know  theyj, 
as  Him., 
are  not  bub  oviv   it. 


Paul  '.'mart 
Age  li 


MY  NAME 

People  are  duitib  I  think 

When  it  comes  to  spelling  my  name. 

If  they  can't  spell  it 

They'll  spell  it  any  ol '  wayo 

I  can  quite  easily  admit. 

Spelling  n^  name  isn't  a  trick  (for  some). 

Some  people  spelled  my  name 

Mr.  Jeke  or  Bika, 

But  it's  spelled  neither  of  those  waysa 

If  you're  -pondering  how  it  is  spelled 

Just  look  and  see 

It's  spelled  lEKE. 


leke  Osinga 
Age  12 


SPRING 

What  a  beautiful  day  for  Spring, 

VJhen  all  the  birds  are  gathered  to  singo 

To  share  all  the  things  that  Spring  brings. 

For  the  newborn  birds c 

To  fill  their  stomachs  with  seconds  and  thirds* 

Walter  Jerome  Canada 
Age  11 


BODY  AGAINST  MIND 

The  organs. 

The*  bonasj 

The  n«rvfts; 

The  muscles. 

The  cells, 

ITid  blood*   oh  jrjy  bloodo 

Oh  organs y 

Oh  bone a. 

Oh  miaol&Sf 

Oh  nerves. 

Oh  cells  5 my  daBTf   dear  9tiaiotui'e<, 

Oh  Body  my  love. 

What  would  I  do  without  jou^ 

I  couldn't  breathe  or  live  i-rithoutyou  mj   dear  Body, 

I  lOY©  my  cytoplasm, 

I  love  my  gei'icsj, 

Oh  stomachs  ch  stomach,- 

Eton't  l«t  us  parto 

Oh  Body  I  love  youo 


BODY  AGAINST  MIND      (continued) 

My  love  is  gi'eater  than  anyj, 

My  love  is   in  fact   the  great  est  j, 

I   lOYe  you  Braino 

I  love  to  see  ny  dear  Cerobrumj 

And  don^fc  forget  Cerebeiromo 

But  most  of  all,    I   lova  dear  old  Medulla  Oblongata, 

Biit  Pons.^    and  Cortex^  not  forgetting  Chordalia, 

are  my  playiaateso 
Oh  Bi'ain  don't  ieavs  viq. 

Oh  no.. 

Oh  deary 

What ''5  thia   I 

Brain  and  Body  don't  think  they're  p«>ers« 

A  fist  to  the  rights 

A  nerv.'}  to  the  left. 

A  hit   in  the   Brain   Steuiy 

A  sock  in  the  Pancreas, 

Oh  dear  J 

Brain   and  Body  have   ended  lifeo 

Paul  Sicaa:rt 

Age  12 


SPRING  13  HERB 

Spring  is  hare 

Never  feai'« 
Winter  hag  gone 

Not  very  loiigc 
When  sijrlng  is  here 

»©  play  hereo 
When  vfinbsr's  here 

Vie   all  .fear„ 


Leigh  DeVol 
Age  10 


LEAVES 

Like  a  sitorra  they  travel. 
Hopping  aloiig  the  growxid; 
WJ  Icily  dane^jrig* 
Roimd  arid  round- 

OLD  C/vHS 

Roa??  5  ng ,   piA 1 1  Ing, 
Smoking  around s 
Clankingj,    shakings 
Like    jvtnk  In  a  movind™ 


Tria  Burrows 

Ag©   12 


LITTLE  BLACK  BEAR 

Little  Black  Bear 
Black  Bear  yum 
Here  is  honey 
Come  eat  some. 
I  know  you  like  it 
Because  it's  good 
Little  Black  Bear 
Living  in  the  woods 


Lorraine  Bro«n 
Age  10 


HUNTING  FOR  MR.  FUNNY  BUNNY 

Tip  the  airy  mountain, 

Down  the  rushy  glen. 

We  daren't  go  a-huttlng 

For  fear  of  little  men; 

V/se  folkj  good  folk. 

Trooping  all  together; 

Green  jacket.,  red  cape. 

And  vdiite  owl's  feather 

¥9  hunt  for  Mr.  Fittmy  Bunny, 

But  he's  always  eating  honey„ 

He's  always  not  very  fuzany* 

But  eats  like  a  monkey ^s  tmoleo 


Edith  Turner 
Age  10 


SUMMER 

I  like  the  amnraei*., 

It  Is  I'lhen  the  flovreva  bloomo 

POOD 

Pood  is  good  for  youo 

It  sometime  a  makes  your  stomach  upset o 

EASTER 

The  flowers  are  blooming o 
Sp-jfingtim©  is  hereo 

TRESS 

I  like  the  trees'  branches, 
I  like  their  leave Sc 

0a /id  Rowlssnd 
Age  10 


WISTFUIi  THINKTWG 

Parents ''advice  I  wouldn't  follow. 
Nor  for  taachera  "praise  did  I  atrivoy 
Tests  I've  failed  and  friendships  lost; 
This  poem  could  well  be  called  "Our  Lives." 

Able  to  answer  elders  withered  questions. 

Knowing  answers,  sometiraes  wise  and  always  true- 

Able  to  quote  from  innermost  depths  of  learning. 

Knowing  from  experiences  maybe j  toOo 

But  ahi  The  thoughts  of  wistfull  thinking. 

For  without  the  effort  and  patience  this  x^yill  all 

Become  another's  life  loreo 

Rit  now  that  I  am  old  and  going. 
Children  listen,  one  and  all: 
Resist  "now  It's  playtime"  longing, 
And  work  like  demons  while  you're  small  a 

Hard  work  is  the  product  of  effort  and  patience. 

But  these^i  I  fear,  are  not  in  me. 

How  can  I  expect  the  children  to  listen  to  me. 

When  I  myself  would  not  soe; 

That  elders  advice  is  a  necessity] 

LI  si  Ann  Coon 

Age  13 


THREE  LB!ERICFiiJ 

A  girl  15,ved  in  a  house 

The  houae  had  a  mouse 

The  glpl  said  SEK 

When  the  mouse  went  SQUJeiAK 

There  waa  a  girl  in  a  house. 


Thei»e  was  &  young  minis t&r 

Wcio   appeared  quite  sinister 

Said  he  one  day 

To  his  fathea?  in  Hay 

"Let  there  be  peace  in  Zinister^** 


QD.e  day  a  girl  lurom   Rox 

Came  riding  on  an  ox 

She  said  "Sometime 

I'll  be  famous  for  rhyme o" 

But  she  never  stopped  rldii;ig  hex*  oxo 

Donna  DeVol 
Age  13 


THE  SNAKE 

Slimy  and  glazed. 
Shrunken  and  sweaty; 
Oh,  the  Snakes 
Is  it  here  to  stay? 

It  slid  along. 
Taking  dominion o 
Women  shrieked. 
People  rano 
Was  it  here  to  stay? 

One  by  One, 

Houses  fell. 

One  by  One 

We  dissappearedc 

Was  it  here  to  stay? 

Scared  and  shaken ^ 
Dazed  and  stuttering. 
Day  by  Day, 

Out  died  the  muttering. 
Had  it  taken  dominion? 


TI-IE;  SlTAiGi"      (continued) 

Oh  mighty  Snakes 

What:  do  you  v^int? 

We   K'iin   obey. 

He  will  auri'endsr's. 

Biit,    ftx'ft  jOM  l:er-t-'   ci:.   stay? 

It  slid  up. 
It;  beut   its   backj, 
It  struckJl 
Death  appeared., 

It  wapped  BTid  crusij.sdg 
Stor  oh  xnighty  Snake  f 

H©  oame  frow  avjay..^ 

He  was  tall  avid  banclsomo? 

But  bre.--7e.\"y  oj-d  coai.'age, 

^riQijie  he  hacls 

Old  lie   iS;,    i:a.v   Sri!'?.k:o  watch  oizi 

i'he  might  was  dark, 

FLerar-ert   ner-e  lost. 

Black  -i5  /Sbcnv;. 

Ehit  yilth.  an  eerie  glowj, 

flv^   town  seacjod  dullc. 

Vfelti 


THE  SNAKE   (continued) 

Silently  and  slippery. 
It  slid  alongo 
Sure  of  dominion. 
The  Snake  was  here. 

Out  of  corners. 
Behind  trees, 
Noiseless  he  came. 
The  man  was  here. 
Snake  watch  outi 

Slithery  and  glossed, 
Humped  and  old. 
The  Snake  was  here* 
The  man  was  herei 
A  slither,  a  jtuapp 
A  twang, 
Quletl, 
>[hat  ia  it? 

Yellow  arid  gloriful. 
The  day  had  comeo 
A  person, 
A  latigho 
What  is  this? 


THE  SNAKE     (continued) 

Sun  J   oh  swcig. 

B«iming  away  up  there. 

Old  voBxii    sitting  quietly » 

But  vdiatl 
Is  thla  the  same  town. 
That  of  the  Snake «. 
But,  an  old  man  steps,  qiiletlyo 
A  crackle 2 
A  snap. 
Up,  Up»  Upo 

A  slgln  comes  and  it  hits  the  grounds 
I>ry  and  crackled, 
Scaley  and  parched^  it  hita^ 
The  glor-lons  anake  is  no  more* 


Paul  Smart 
Age  12 
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